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older and more sensible, and yet she felt, obscurely,
darkly, that somehow she was being conjured into some-
body miserably different, somebody stiff and faded and
dull.

Another girl came up. Miss Matfield steadied herself,
found her key, and walked in. Isabel Cadnam was just
coming out of the lounge, and they met.

"Hello, Matfield. Been on the razzle? Look here, I
hope you didn't want that shawl I borrowed. I didn't
get in last night until the crack of dawn, and then I was
in such a hurry this morning, I forgot about it/'

"No, it didn't matter, thanks, Caddie. I'm going up.
I'm tired."

"So am I. Had a good night. That show that Ivor
took me to last night was rather a wash-out, I must say.
The most ghastly people, and millions of them. And
Ivor wanted to join in with some of the ghastliest, and I
didn't, of course, and that started it all over again.
Another row, my dear. Isn't it foul?0

Miss Matfield said dispiritedly that it was.

"What did you do to-night, Matfield? Anything
thrilling?"

"Not very. Rather dull, in fact. I've got a headache.
I think I've eaten too many chocolates. Ill try some
aspirin."

"Nothing like it," said Miss Cadnam. "Look here, I'll
. fetch your shawl and bring it round, and then, if you
have any to spare, I'll borrow a couple of aspirins. If I
don't take something, I'll never get a wink of sleep all
night. It's always the same after I've had a row with
Ivor. I begin arguing with him the minute I get to bed.
and then I go on and on all night until I think my head's
going to burst. Isn't it foul?"